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same time, even more frightened, so that it forgot itself.
But now, coming to its senses, and feeling annoyed, it
shouted in mock heroics after the hare:

'Hubil whose flesh is of small account,
Whose skin gives no pleasure
O joy-giver but to children,
O vexer of neighbours!'

(i.e. there is so little meat on you that it will
not suffice the guest).

And the hare, turning, sat up on its hindquarters and
shouted back to the gazelle:

O father of forgetfulness,
O rimmed horned one,
If thou seest the wadi green
Thou becomest partner of it with the jinns!'
(i.e. the sight of pastures makes you mad).

And they parted ways.

The camp-fires would have been replenished if firewood
had been available, for the poor Badawin were numbed
with cold and the night was cruel. As the fires flickered
out beneath them, they one by one lay down with their
rifles, only the night watch alert against surprise by an
enemy, while I went off to do my "star taking.'

22nd December had been a long, uneventful day,
marching through the sands of Yadila, and whenever we had
to turn south in avoiding obstacles, the full blaze of the sun
burnt my face.

We were floundering through heavy dunes when the
silence was suddenly broken by a loud droning on a musical
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